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love comes To you and then after.. 


Author's Notes: 

Warning: Jon Anderson cussing. 

Yes, | know the title doesn't make sense. 

Yes, | know I've got a similar thing on my wishlist, I'm just scared to write smut. 

l'm not from England, please cut me some slack if | butchered Jon's dialect or am wrong about whether they'd 
play shows in some of the Towns | mentioned. 

This tour is very fictional. 


Their ship name (in my mind at least) is Emerander. 


AU, circa IŢI 


Jon followed Rick through the doorway, wondering to himself howe he had let Rick talk him into going to this 
bar when he was very tired and would rather stay in his hotel room, order room service, and meditate. The 
band had a day off between shows, and since none of them really knew their way around whatever town this 
was-he'd lost track at this point-they didn't have much in the way of evening plans. Chris and Steve were 


holed up in Chris' room writing a song, and Bill was wandering around doing what he described as “anything that 


doesn't involve the Fish." Rick, howe-ever, did have plans, and they involved getting really drunk. Jon didn't 
really like to drink, but he liked to hang out with Rick, so he'd agreed to accompany him. 


A man with long brown hair got up from the bar, and walked over to Jon and Rick. "Hey. I'm Keith. Keith 
Emerson, of Emerson, Lake, and Palmer. You two are from Yes, right?" Keith took a swig from the glass of 
beer he held in his hand. "I just got your record, the newest one. It's great." He was slurring his words a bit, 
and he had some unusual accent, almost London but not quite. "You're Jon Anderson, yeah?" 

"Yes, that's me. It's nice to meet you!" 
"And you're the other one. The new guy. The keyboardist." As Rick, rather annoyedly, explained who he was, 
Jon watched Keith. The dim light of the bar reflected off his hair, and Jon found it very pretty. No, it was 
Keith who was pretty, Jon thought, and his stomach flip-flopped as his eyes moved from Keith's hair to his 
face to his hands..and he noticed that Keith was absentmindedly tipping his drink onto the floor! He yelped and 
grabbed Keith's arm. "Shit!" exclaimed Keith, slamming the glass down onto a nearby table probably harder than 
he needed to. "Ill go ask the bartender for a towel." 


Keith returned with the towel, nearly tripping over his own feet at one point. He flung it onto the wet floor, 
picked up his drink, and said something. 


I'm sorry, what was that?" asked Rick. "You're slurring your words." 
‘| said, when's your next show?" 

"Art ah'reet, Keith? Thart gradely buggered, it seems," said Jon 
Keith grinned. "What? 

Jon blushed red. "I mean, are-are you okay?" 


| know what you said | was surprised, though. Yes, l'm all right, I've been worse. You aren't from Yorkshire, 


are you? Any chance I've met a fellow Tyke?" 
"Lancashire," Jon admitted, knowing full well where this was going. "Grew up in Accrington" 


Keith made a contemptuous sound. "Lancashire. | should have known. | pity you, Lanky boy. Hopefully on this 
tour you're to visit God's Own County.” 


Jon blushed deeper, looked down at his feet, then looked back up at Keith. "I don't believe so, actually; | know 
we're playing in Liverpool next, then Manchester, then Preston, and perhaps Burnley? | can't recall. | certainly 


hope we shan't perform anywhere in Yorkshire," he said, playing along, "not sure I'd enjoy it very much." 


"Manchester, Preston, and Burnley? Three shows in the red rose county? Who made the tour itinerary, you?" 


Rick rolled his eyes. "Ill leave you Northerns to it; I'm going to get a drink" He walked off. 


"If | decided the schedule I'd have ensured we stayed the hell away from your white roses," Jon hissed. "| 


didn't, though, in fact, | can barely keep it straight" 


Keith looked into Jon's dark eyes and leaned in close, making sure no one else in the crowded bar could hear. 


"If Im right, pretty boy, that's not all you've failed to keep straight" 


